288      TBOM PEKIN TO CALAIS BY LAND.

I date the commencement of our mishaps and
difficulties from the morning of the 27th of Augusts
when I awoke in the dirty, little waiting-room of
Tiretskaya post-house to find the rain pouring down
in torrents, the sky one mass of grey, woolly clouds.
It had evidently been raining some hours, for the
road in front of the post-house was one pool of
water, almost half-way up to the axle of our taran-
tasfi, on the roof of which the rain was pelting down
unmercifully. Instinct told me that the water
inside was quite an inch deep by this time. Men-
tally thanking Providence that we had taken out
the mattress, I rolled myself in my furs and went to
sleep again. It was hopeless to think of starting
with a dangerous river to cross and the next post
twenty-five versts distant.

Although the river Oka is situated only a mile or
so from the village of Tiretskaya, it took us nearly
an hour to reach the ferry. Parts of the road were
entirely submerged, and our yemstchik had to find
his way by guesswork. As we knew there was a
broad, deep ditch on either side of the road, the
work was, to say the least of it, exciting. It was
impossible to go out of a walk,, and even then it
was as much as our five game little horses could do
to drag the heavy, clumsy carriage along. We
stuck fast twice, and all hands had to get out "to
shove her off,55 knee-deep in icy cold water. We
were wet through by the time the ferry was reached,
and shivering with cold, a somewhat unpleasant
condition in which to embark on a stage of twenty-
five versts, which it would in all probability take us
several hours to accomplish, supposing we ever sue-